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Abstract
”Hurry up! What kept ya?” “I got tied up collecting from my route.” This was the biggest
night of the week- Friday...
Fun Night 
—Wendell L. Casey 
" H U R R Y up! What kept ya?" 
"I got tied up collecting from my route." This was the 
biggest night of the week—Friday. 
Me and Phil, he's my little brother, started walking 
toward the church. On Friday nights, they had Fun Night in 
order to keep us kids off the streets and outa trouble. T h e 
old lady was always glad to git rid of us so we never got any 
static as to what we were gonna do. Jade, Elli, and Barb had 
left earlier so they'd be sure and git roller skates. 
"Bet I can beat ya," I piped. 
"Bet you can't!" 
I knew what he was thinking. He thought he could trick 
me by cutting through old man Behn's backyard, but I knew 
a faster way. I discovered it last Saturday going to the show. 
You had to cut through two yards, climb a fence, and run a 
alley. 
I lost him and ran through the first yard, across the 
street, then through the second yard. T h e fence was behind 
Millers' Apartments and about one and a half times higher 
than me but if you run fast enough jump on the top of the 
garbage cans, and grab the top of the fence throwing your 
legs over at the same time it's a cinch. 
I always like alleys. I got the same feeling I did walking 
down the middle of the street on the way to my paper route. 
Everyone else was scared to walk down them at night, but I 
wasn't. 
I couldn't see Phil through the houses so I slowed to a 
walk because I was working up a sweat. I was almost at the 
back door of the church when I heard footsteps. I knew it 
was Phil so I didn't turn around. 
"You wanna flight?" Again the challenge. "You wanna 
fight?" 
Quickly I turned around . . . there he was—Jimmy 
Mason. I didn't see Cisco at first, only Jimmy. He had the 
meanest reputation around. Last week he knocked one of 
Paul Taylor's teeth out and Paul's a good size kid. 
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Instantly I fe l l tense, l ike 1 hadn't eaten for a couple of 
days. My palms were sweating w i th the rest o f mc. Every 
muscle t ightened till I could hardly move. I felt l ike a g i r l 
t ry ing to play baseball. There wasn't a th ing I could do. 
I f I accepted he'd beat the hel l outa me. and if I d idn ' t 
I'd be chicken. What could I dor-
T h e n it h i t mc. 
"You ' re wasting you're t ime, I a in ' t go no money!" 
"He's not wor th the effort. We'd belter save ourselves 
for someone else," said Cisco. 
I t t imed and ran in the back door. (There was brother 
Phi l s i t t ing an the steps.) "See. I told ya I could beat ya." 
"Shut up! " 
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